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Diane Fahey

ANDROMEDA

She was the first pin-up.
Naked and bejewelled,
she was chained to a rock,
then thrown by heavy-breathing
winds into wild postures:
at each new angle, lightning
popped like a photographer's flash.
T h e gold circling her neck
matched her hair, the emeralds
her eyes, the rubies her nipples,
and the amethysts those bruises
covering her skin, once pearlwhite as for all princesses.
In lulls of wind, she pulled
against iron, stood almost straight.
T h e sky was a mouth swallowing her,
the sun a glimmering eye;
lolling in the tide, a sea-dragon
slithered and gargled like
some vast collective slob.
From afar, Perseus saw her first
as a creature writhing on a rock;
close up, she was a whirlpool
of rage and terror and shame.
T h e dragon he changed to stone
with hardly a thought. But
his strength almost failed him
in breaking those chains.
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Looking away from her nakedness,
he smooths her ankles, wrists.
She waits for the moment
when he will meet her eyes.

CORONIS AND APOLLO

A god chose me,
depriving me of choice.
All the same,
I made my choice: a mortal.
The birds were silent
as I reached for his hand
and curved it round my belly,
made fertile by the god.
Then the crow made its choice
and told Apollo,
whose sister murdered me,
destroying my fire with fire.
Midwived as I died, I bore
a mortal god for whom
life is a double gift,
and birth, a memory of dying,
each breath a healing.
Even in death
there is longing.
Can that be healed,
Asclepius?
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O E N O N E AND PARIS

Gone. No words of parting or rejection.
Not even the sight of his back turned on her.
At first it seems hke walking from the sea,
so heavy her hmbs, her strength draining into earth.
T h e sun presses into her flesh, its w a r m t h a pain.
Now she lies in a darkened room, destroying him,
his brightness. H e r eyes are blank, her m o u t h tight.
R u m o u r coughs and mentions there is a war somewhere
a mere wisp, a feather floating in the air.
H e r eyes no longer alter with the light.
But when he is brought to her to heal — to her,
the daughter of Asclepius — she sees him clearly —
his face darkening, blood welling from every limb.
She turns her back, walks to the empty room.
His death is a wisp. She opens the shutters,
studies how a feather may blot out the sun.
O n e day she ventures out. T h e war is over.
She has won. Brightly, coldly, shines the sun.

DAPHNE AND APOLLO

Each has been wounded
by a different dart.
H e loves, but she does not.
H e is a god, she mortal.
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Neither can stop:
she fleeing, he pursuing.
He is relentless
but, in the end, frees her.
She is consumed by fear
but, in the end, surrenders.
She is calm as the earth
embraces her feet,
changes her body
to root, trunk, leaf.
His arms encircle her,
yielding her up.
She moves, yet is still,
whispers, yet is silent.
He yearns without desire,
celebrates without possession.
This love he stays true to,
honours, is honoured by.

NIOBE

At the end, what bird could you have become?
One that can never return to its plundered nest,
must circle and circle until it falls —
only in death accepting any resting place.
But, as stone that can weep, it will take
immeasurably longer for you to wear yourself away:
the grieving commensurate with the loss.
That slow trickle down flesh as cold as the gods.
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